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THE following Verſion was made the 
1 Year after I entered the College of 
Dublin. i org 

On reading this divine Poem, carefully, I 
faw ſo many Beauties in it, even. under the 
Diſadvantage of a literal, Proſe Tranſlation, made 
in the very Dawn of Learning among us, and 
before a Taſte for Poetry. had poliſhed the Ruſt 


of Ignorance and Barbariſm from our Language, 


that I could not reſiſt the Pleaſure of attempt- 
ing to turn it into Verſe, the Vanity of which, 
and the many Faults in the Performance, my 
Youth, tho' it cannot excuſe, will, in ſome Mea- 
ſure, palliate. - ISS 
As the Scene of the Poem is laid in rural 
Life, and the Diction, Sentiments, and Images 
A 2 to 
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5 
drawn from thence, I choſe to render it in the 
Lyric Octave, as the Meaſure beſt calculated 
to expreſs ſuch, without Danger of ſwelling 
into — or flattening into Proſe. 


I n my Dekign, L'1 had Recourſe t to 
Biſhop Patrick's Notes, which I moſt faithfully 
followed thro' the whole, except in three er 
four Places of ſmall Moment, where I thought 
his Tranſitions a little too forced, and abſtruſe ; 
and his Senſe too near diving into Myſtery. 


I have alſo obſerved his Diviſion into Scenes, 
noting beſide, the Chapter and Verſe for Re- 


ference. 


The myſterious Senſe, by ſome attributed to 
this Bridal Interlude, I have never attempted to 
enter into, my ſole Deſign being to give 
ſome Notion, however imperfe&t, of the many 
Beauties in the Original, which muſt neceſſa- 
rily be loſt, under the Diſadvantages above-men- 
tioned, without entangling myſelf in a Con- 

troverſy, to me, as uſeleſs, as dark. | 


Tho! 


4-3 


Tho' ſuch as deny the Writer to have been 
divinely inſpired, in a religious Senſe of the 
Word, and aſſert it to be meerly a Work of 
Fancy, muſt certainly allow, that no Fancy 
was ever warmed with a diviner Poetic Inſpi- 


ration, than glows thro' this whole ſacred 
Song. | 


Some Years, fince this Verſion was made, I 
met with a Poem on the ſame Subje&, called 
the Fair Circaſſian, wrote, as I recollect, by a 
young Gentleman of Oxford. 


I do not pretend to a Compariſon, but yet 
muſt beg Leave to obſerve, that I have not 
taken the many Liberties of omitting, altering, 
and adding, that he has, which muſt be allow'd 
to be a great Help to the Fancy, which ſeldom 
goes well in Fetters. — Nor have I ever let 
my Imagination be hurried away by any rapturous 
Flight, till it has melted into a looſe, or luſcious 
Image. 


Might I have dared to omit, (beſide the 
many Repetitions) ſome detached, unneceſſary 


Part, 


{ vi) 
Parts, and tranſpoſe ſome others of this divine 
Song, I think, I ſhould be able to make it ap- 
pear in a Light more agreeable to the modern 
Taſte, but this I ſhall never preſume on, as a 
faithful Interpretation is the Limit of my Am- 
bition in this Attempt. 


In a few Places, a Difference may be ob- 
ſerved between the Verſion, and the Text, and 
that ofteneſt in proper Names, but for this I 
have the Authority of Biſhop Pazrick, the 


moſt approved Critic and Commentator in our 
Church, 


= INTRO- 
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HILE lighter Youths debaſe the Lyre, 
To inflame the Thought, and fan Deſire, 
His Praiſe ſhall be my Virgin Theme, 

Who firſt inſpir'd the ſacred Flame, 

E'er Care, Diſeaſe, and creeping Time, 

Unwing my Fancy, and conſume my Prime. 


Fiction, and all its Flights away |! 
I ſteer by Truth's unerring Ray, 
Cool, Silver Streams, and roſeate Groves, 
Soft Scenes of rural Lays, and Loves, 
No more delude, with fading Charms, 
No Beauty ſooths, no Glory warms, 
*'Tis Heav'n alone demands my Song, 
Eternal Wiſdom, tune my Tongue, 
Exalt my feeble Voice to ſing, 
The Raptures of a Sapient King, 
When looking forward into Time, 
His Soul enlarg'd and fir'd, with Views ſublime, 
He in Futurity's dark Womb, 
Beheld ſuch Scenes of Bliſs to come, 
That fill'd with Joy, his Harp he ſtrung, 
And thus in Sacred Tranſport ſung, 


INTRODUCTION. 


The 


+ 


viii INTRODUCTION. 


The Spouſe and Bridegroom's mutual Lays, 
The promis'd Joys of future Days. 


Anse sss sss sss ns ess 


If this Introduction ſhould appear contradictory to 

what I ſaid before, I humbly beg Leave to obſerve, 

- that as this Poem has always been placed in the Sacred 

Canon, and expounded in this Senſe, I thought it might 

not be improper & open it in this Manner, eſpecially 

as in the Verſton, I never once allude to any Myſ- 
2— 
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S O LOMO N. 


SCE N E the Firſt. (Crap. I. 
Srousk, BRIDEGROOM, and Chorus of VIRGINS. 
 Syouss. 
2. ORD of my Virgin, prime Defires, 
Whoſe Love my yielding Breaſt inſpires, 

Whoſe Sight alone can Joy impart, 
Come ſoon, and glad my love-fick Heart; 
O! come, and fold me in thine Arms, 
That my fond Soul, may revel on thy Charms ; 
For big with Bliſs, thy Love inſpires, 
Such blooming Hopes, ſuch ſtrong Deſires, 


Not balmy Wine, that ſoftens Care, 08 
Chears the ſick Heart, and drowns D 


Such Raptures raiſes in the Soul, 
] * ſo era th whole i 9 3 8 2f 't, 1 
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3. What Odours does thy Breath diffuſe ? 
— Attractive Fragrance round thee * ! 
"So bright thy Worth I So fair thy e! 
So eccho'd by enamoured Fame, 
That not Sabean, rich Perfumes, _ 
Soft-breathing Spice, and od' rous Gums, 
dueh pleaſing Sweets, ſuch Joy 'mpart, 
So captivate each Virgin's Heart. — 
4. Why muſt I languiſh thus alone? 
Seize ! dear me hence] my Heart's your own | 


 Crarvs. . 
| Such Joys divine, around thee flow, 


With thee, o'er all the World we'll go.— 
"of SPOUSE. 
How great's his Love? how bleſt am I? 
Share gentle Virgins, ſhare my Joy! 
See to his Chambers, I'm convey'd! 
CnoRUus 
Thy Joys our op 'ning Hearts pervade, 


Shall the Remembrance of thy Love depart. 


SPOUSE. 


5. Ye Nymphs of Salem, ceaſe to frown, 
Juſt are my Features, tho' they're brown ! 
Tho foiPd by Summer's Frowns, my Skin, 

Art's niceſt Textures, are leſs thin, 

| Ripe ſwells each Charm, and 
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and ſmiles the Blood within. 
6. With 
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The SONG of SOLOMON. 
6. With flight Contempt, no longer gare, 
Becauſe the Sun's imbrowning' Rays, 


Have tarniſh'd ev'ry Charm, - and Grace, 


At me, my wayward Sifters- Wroth, 
To Woods and Wilds condemin'd my Youth, 


There Flocks, and Vineyards, were my Care, 


Expos'd to each injurious Air, 

How cou d my blaſted Charms: but fade? - 

For Love, and Beauty, flouriſh/in the Shade. 
7. Tell me! O! ſay, my Wiſhes Lord, 

—Whoſe Love 82 can Joy afford, 


Where? in What Lawn? with roſeate Glade ? 


Enjoys thy Flock, the Noon-tide Shade? 
For, like a Lamb, that's gone aſtray, 
That wanders bleating all the Day, 

Why. ſhould I thus diſtracted rove 
Uncertain where to ſeek my Love? 


17 4 


BRIDEGROOM. 


8, O! firſt, and faireſt of thy Rind. 
Bleſt with a beauteous Face and Mind, 


The Traces. of the Flock behold, 


— There feed the Kids, belide- the Fold.— 


9. Thy Virtues, Fair One, I compare. 
To Pharaob's Steeds, renown'd in Wir. 
As they preſs on, with gen'rous Force, 

Reſiſtleſs in the glorious Courſe, | 

So ſhall thy matchleſs Worth o erthrow 

Victorious, each inſulting Foe.— 

10. Thy Cheeks, fair-bluſhing as. the Morn, . 

_ Rows ot Gems adorn N. . 


3 


Whoſe Bloom glow'd lovely on my Nn Face Z 


1 T? 
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7 Inwrought with Gold, and A around. — 


. To me, ſuch grateful Fragrance _ 


— 


15. Fair is my Love! divinely fair! 3 
What Charms o'er all thy Face as? 5 
Thine Eyes the Flights of Thought excel, 


And Chains of puxeſt, orient Gold, 
Thy ſhapely, Iy'ry. Neck infold.— 
.\CuonRys.:. 


11, Ours, be the glad, che gloriqus: Care, 


The bridal Veſtures:49* prepare- 
Thy flowing Train ſhall ſweep the. Guns... 


159; 


—_— 5 
12. While on his Throne, — my Fe 
By me, and all the- World adet'd; 


Clouds of accepted Incenſe riſe, TR 3 


And climb in cutting Volumes thro the Skies | 


13. What. Pleaſure doe my Love impart? 


Like Myrrh, he chears my * Heart! 


Deep in my Boſom, ſhall he lie, 


His ſacred Image never die.— - x7 . 
14. Not Trees, that weep rich, od'rhub Gums, N 
Not Camphire, brtathing ſoft Perſumes 


That in Engedian Vineyards ſpring, 


BRIDEOROO NM. 


Weak Words their Luſtre ne er can tell; 
Not the luxurious, am rous Dove, Dove | 


Her little Heart, dilate wi i Love. 


Fd 


| Rolls ſuch an Eye, fo ſoft, ſo clear, 


So dazling bright, fo winning ä Srv 
= » * 7 7; ao ” 

16. Fair is my Lobe! divinely btisht, 
From all why Motions flows Delight, 


—— —  - 
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Tve cull'd each ſweet, that Nature yields, 
Of all their: Glory, ſtript the Fields, 
Pluck'd ev'ry beauteous, fragrant Flower, 
T'adorn for thee, the nuptial -Bow'r,— 


| 17. O'er Time, our. Manſion ſhall..prevail, . 


| 
| 


Tho' Rains, and driving Storms aſſail, 
Cedar, whoſe Vigour ne er decays, 
And hardy Fir, the Roof ſhalt. raiſe. 


« us # * 
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* 


2. And leſs the Lilly 15 
The Barren brake, or noiſome Weed, ele off 


| 
| 


| 


SCENE the Second. (cus. ll. 


BAE 90 and” Srouss., 2 


| Bn1DEGRo N. 


TEAR me; looks pale, the bluſhing Ra 
That o'er the' Plains of Sharon glows ; 
Thy Face the Lilly doth excel, Y 


= Virgin Glory of the Vale!- 4 li Horning wor mn 
Not al 


eir Beauties join'd, diſpenſe | 
Such pleaſing Charms to ev'ry Senſe,— 
doth exceed, - 


Than doth my Love, in ev'ry Grace, 
The Virgin Daughters of her Race.— 
Ih Syrovse.' 
As in the Woods, the fruitful Pine, 
Amid the Shrubs, the gen'rous Vine, 
So, midſt the::lovelieſt Sons of Men, 
Proudly preheminent, my Lord is ſeen, 
. Wrapt in Delight, I fondly laid 
Me down, beneath bis facred. Shade ; 
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Secure from each injurious Blaſt, / 
His flav'raus Fruit, tegal d my Taſte — 


4. He led me to an heav'nly Feaſt, 
Where all Things — the curious Taſte,” 
His glorious Banner, wav'd above, 
Emblazon'd with triumphant Love. 
5. My Head, ye Virgins, — rear, 
His blifsfut Love's too great to bear, 
Bring Fruit! bring Wine! O! quickly fly, 
Refreſh my Heart, that faints with Joy, 
My Soul's o'erpower'd with vaſt, Delight, | 
I fink beneath the facred Weight 
6. While on his ing Breaſt I'm laid, 
One Arm ſupports my drooping Head, 
One claſps me, in a ſoft Embracg, 
While his fond Lips my glowing Cheek impreſs,: — 


seen of! 
*Ye Nymphs of Solyma,' who trace 15 
The green- ſword Lawns, and love the ſorightly Chace, 
By ev'ry Joy, that heaves the Cheſt, 
Paints the fair Cheek, and fires the . Breaſt, 
When the ſwift Roe, or ſtately Hind, | 
Burſts from the Brake, and ſcuds before the Wind! 
ight, I congure+ yen, "lightly tread, 
Huſh'd be each Noiſe ! each Murmur laid, 
In Silence trace, the ſportful Grove, 
Nor with your Songs awake my Love.— 
11 GPQUVSsR: . 76507. 
8. Hark | what glad Sounds delight my Ear ? 15 
'Tis Het the — Voice I bear #1 


| In the Original this, Verſe ſeems to, be ſpoke by the Spouſe bu 
Biſhop, Patrick oor to give it to the Bridegroom. 


— 


Look 
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Look! o'er the Mountains how he bounds ? 
And ſweeps along the riſing Grounds ! 
9. Leſs ſwiftly darts the ſcudding Roe, 
To him the ſpringing Hart ſeems ſlow.— 
Now from. on high, my Love deſcends ! 
See ! where behind the Wall he ſtands! 
Now at the Latteſs he appears, 
His Smile, the Face of Nature chears ! 
See, where he ſtands, divinely bright, 
With all his Charms reveal'd to Sight — 
10. Diffolv'd in Sleep, at Eaſe reclin'd, 
Untun'd each Senſe, unbent my Mind, 
He found me, and with tender Care, 
Breath'd ſoft this Whiſper in my Ear! 
% Ariſe! the Lark has 'woke the Day, 
« Awake my Fair, and come away. 
11. For ſee! grim Tyrant, Winter's fled! 
« Reviving Nature rears her Head 
« Clear'd are the Skies ! deſcending Rains, 
* Deluge no more, the bright'ning Plains, 
12. Spring has unbound, the frozen Earth, 
« All Nature ſmiles in vernal Birth, 
« New Life thro' all her Works is ſeen! 
« Gay Flow'rs diverſify the Green 
t Soft Muſick trembles thro the Grove 
« The Warblers tune their Throats to Love! 
„ Recall'd by Spring, with plaintive Strains, 
The cooing Turtle fills the Plains! 
13. Thro' Trees, the genial Moiſture flows! 
© The Figs their tender Buds diſcloſe ! 
% The Vines. their burſting Gems unfold ! 
« Refulgent, as the burnifi'd Gold ! 


A 
— 


— 


* From 
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« From ev'ry Plant, Perfumes ariſe ! 

* Soft Odours fill the ſmiling Skies 

« The Winds, their ſpicy Burden: bear, 
* And the rich Fragrance floats along the Air, | 
« Ariſe! the Lark has 'woke the Day! 
% Awake my Fair, and come away.— 


BRIDEGROOM.' | 
14. When the fell Tyrants of the Air, 
The Hawk, or prowling Kite appear ! 
The tim'rous Dove, in dire Affright, 
Shoots off, and ſpreads her Wings for Flight, 
Swift to the craggy Summit flies, f 
Where couch'd in ſome cloſe Cliff, 'ſhe lies, 
Panting, while yet the Spoiler's nigh, 
And hov'ring ſwims along the Sky. 
So frighted to the Wilds you've flown ! 
The ſtern Oppreſſor's Rage to ſhun, 
The Danger's o'er, return my Dove 
3 ſureſt Refuge, is my Love; | — 
Return, and glad my longing Sight, | | 
With thy lov'd Voice, my Ears delight ; 3 
Thy Beauties fix the wand' ring Eye, 
Thy Voice is ever heard with Joy.— 
15. Your timely Care, my Friends employ, 
And ſoon the wity Ravagers deſtroy, | 
That break the Vines, the Tendrils tear, | 
And marr the Bleſfings of the Year, — 


Sous x. | | 


16. No ſegond With, my. Lord has known, 
My, Soul exiſts ip him aloy 
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17. While 
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17. While yet remains the Daſk of Night, 
And Morn ſcarce ſhews a doubtful Light, 
Till the Sun's Truth-diſcov'ring Ray, 

| Has chas'd deceitful Miſts away, | 

| Turn to my Sight, O! turn, my Love, 

Leſt darkling, far aſtray, I rove! 
2 — Turn ſwift, and glad my longing Eyes, 
* *Swift as the Hart, or Roe-buck flies, 
On Bether's Brows, when wing'd with — 
Up to the devious Summits they repair. 


8 & * 


: been. 


SCENE. the Third. \ [Cirar. m. 
Sous, B RIDE GROO 5 © Cuaoruvs. 
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Car'd by the Viſions of the Night, 
I *woke, and miſs'd my. Saul's Delight, 
I ſought him round, with anxious Pain, 

I ſought alas, but ſought in vain.— 

2. Starting in wild Deſpair, I ſaid, 

| I'll leave this joyleſs, widow'd Bed, 

| e Thro' ev'ry Path, and Street, I'll rove; 

| © Nor ceaſe to ſeek my abſent Love! 

| I ſought him 'round, with anxious Pain, 

| I ſought alas! but ſought in vain !— 

| 3. As thus I range thro' ev'ry Street, 
Forlorn, the nightly Guards, I meet, 
« Ye Guards, I charge you, quickly ſay, © 
« Has my Soul's Charmer crofs'd your Way? 


| C 4. They 


* ee. 
|  Srovar. 1 — 
I. 
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4. They ſaw my Grief, and kindly ſhew'd, 
_ Where from my Sight co t conceal” d, he ft ſtood, 

I ran, and claſp'd him in my Arms, 

Gazing in Raptures, on his Charms, 

Nor wou'd my ſtrong Embrace unfold, 

Till my fond Mother ſhou'd behold, 

Who pleas'd to ſee the Bliſs I prove, 


Wou'd teach my Heart new Ways to ſhew my Love.—. 
BRIDEGROOM. 
5. Ye Nymphs of Sohma, who trace 
The green-ſword Lawns, and love the ſprightly Chace, 
By ev'ry Joy, that heaves the Cheſt, 
Paints the fair Cheek, and fires the Breaſt, 
When the ſwift Roe, or ſtately Hind, 
Burſts from the Brake, and ſcuds before the Wind, 
Light, I conjure you, lightly tread, - 
Huſh'd be each Noiſe, each LED. laid, 


In Silence trace the ſportful Grove, 
Nor with your Songs awake my Love.— 


'Cnoxvs. 


What heav'nly Vifions ſtrike our Eyes? 
See ! from the Wilderneſs, they riſe! 
Who's this, that, with a num 'rous Train, 
| g Plain! 
What driving Clouds. of Duſt ale 
Like ſpiry Smoke, that ſwiftly Flies, 
And climbs in fleecy Volumes ine the Skies? 
Rich Odours ſtream along the Air, 
And the Winds ,waft their ſpicy Freight afar. 
7. Behold I his Thibne he has prepar'd, 
Environ'd with a mighty Guard, 
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As, to receive his lovely Bride, 

In all the Pomp of regal Pride, 

The ſapient King, his Wealth diſplay'd, 
In grand Profuſion, on the nuptial Bed, 
From Iſrael's nobleſt Heroes choſe, 

A valiant Band to quell his Foes, 
Each reſolutely graſps his Spear, 

Vers'd in the deathful Art of War, 

Girt on the mighty Thigh the Sword, 
From nightly Dangers, guards their Lord. 
High on a_Car, of regal State 
Enthron'd, the mighty Monarch fat, 
Of Cedar was the Carriage made, 


Silver the Spokes, the Floor with Gold inlaid, 


— 


The Carpet wrought with Tales of Love, 


A Purple Cov'ring wav'd above, 1 
Which Solymean Virgins wove. 


11. Te Maids of Zion, hail the Day, 


With roſy Chaplets ſtrew the Way, 

Ler Pleaſure ſparkle in each Eye, 

Let ev'ry Face be fluſh'd with Joy, 

To meet the King, with Glory crown'd, 
His Temples with a Diadem bound, 
Which as a Type of regal Sway, 

His Mother gave, the bridal Day, 

When Joy o'erflow'd within his Breaſt, 
And all his mighty Soul poſſeſs d.— 


— — —U— — on 


BRIDEGROOM. [CuAr. W. 


Fair is my Love! divinely fair! 


What Charms o'er all thy Form appear ? 
Thine Eyes the Flights of Thought excel, 
Weak Words their Luſtre, ne'er can tell, 
C 2 


Not 
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Not the luxurious, am'rous Dove, 

Her little Heart dilate with Love, 

Rolls ſuch an Eye, ſo ſoft, ſo clear, 

So dazling bright, ſo winning and ſincere.— 
The flowing Trefles of thy Hair, 


That wanton in the buxom Air, 


With the fam'd Fleece of Gilead's Goats compare. 


— 2. Thy Teeth arrang'd in beauteous Rows 
( Complete, and white as new-fall'n Snows, 
Are like a well-match'd, cloſe-ſhorn Flock, 
At Ev'n, returning from the Brook, 
| That in unbroken Ranks aſcends, 
\_—— Where not a Gap, the Sight offends.— 
3. Thy lovely Lips, in Shape and Dye, 
With Threads of bleeding Scarlet vie, 
Thy Voice delights the raviſh'd Ear, 
Inraptur'd Angels ſtoop to hear ! 
Not flow'ring Pomegranates, when May, 
With living Tinctures gilds each Spray, 
In juſtly blended white and red, 
Thy beauteous, blooming Cheeks exceed,. 
-- from behind the Veil, thy Charms ariſe, 
+ And flaſh like dawning Morning on our Eyes.. 
4. Thy Neck form'd juſt, in ev'ey Part, 
Above the niceſt Works of Art, 
Adorn'd with all the Pomp of Pow'r, 
Riſes majeſtick, as King David's Tow'r, 
That proudly grand, o'erlooks the Fields, 
Where hang a thouſand Warrior's Shields. 
5. Thy Breafts, with ev'ry Beauty form'd, 
That e'er the youthful Fancy warm'd, 


Fire 


cc — 8 


8 
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Fire with Delight, our gazing Eyes, 


Exactly like, in Shape and Size, 


As young, twin Roes, alike deſign'd, 

At one ſoft Moment by the melting Hind, 
Which in the Sun's enliv'ning Ray, 

Amid the Lillies, baſk away the Day.— 


. While yet remains the Duſk of Night, 


And Morn ſcarce ſhews a doubtful Light, 
Till the Sun's Truth-diſcov'ring Ray, 
Has chas'd deceitful Miſts away, 

Swift to the ſpicy Mounts, I'll fly, 

And there diſſolv'd in Tranſport lie.— 
Fair is my Love! divinely fair ! 

Faultleſs thine Heav'nly Charms appear, 
O'er all thy Form, the curious Eye, 

No Spot, no Blemiſh, can eſpie.— 


* 


LEE 


SCENE the Fourth. 


BRIDEGROOM and SPOUSE, 


BRIDEGROOM. 


E T's come from Lebanon, my Spouſe, 
Fair Object of my youthful Vows, 
Look from Amana's lofty Brow, 

From Shenir, hoary with eternal Snow, 
From Hermon's horrid Head, the bleak Abode 
Of all the ſhaggy Tyrants of the Wood. 


. What Title moſt delights thine Ear ? 
My Spouſe ! my Siſter! all that's dear! 


Love, 


14 
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Love, irreſiſtleſs, has poſſeſs d, 
With all his Fires, my glowing Breaſt, 

So blithe he revels in thine Eye, 

Each Glance diſtends my Heart with Joy, 
Such Beauties blaze o'er ev'ry Part, 

At once, I gaz'd away my Heart,— 

How fair's thy Love? how heav'nly bright ? 
From all its Motions flows Delight ! 

Not lively Wine, that ſoftens Care, 

Chears the ſick Heart, and drowns Deſpair, 
Such Raptures raiſes in the Soul, 


80 fires!) fo elevates the Whole. 


a 


The fragrant Airs, that round thee play, 
Soft Sweets to ev'ry Senſe convey, 

Rich as the loaded,. Morning Gales, 

That ſweep th' Arabian, Spicy Vales.— 
Thy Lips with Sweets Seraphic flow, 

That charm the Wretch's bleeding Woe, 
The fierce, unruly Will controul, 

Steal on the Heart, and win the Soul. 
Thy Robes, ſuch pleafing Odours bring, 
As breathe from Lebanon, when fragrant Spring, 
On burſting Buds, and op'ning Blooms, 
Strews with a laviſh Hand, its rich Perfumes, 
So ſweet thy Charms! ſo fair thy Love, 
So pleaſing all thy Actions prove 

Not Gardens, from each Blaſt enclos'd, 

To meet each rip'ning Beam diſpos d, 


To the nice Senſe, the curious Eye, 


Yield ſuch Variety of Joy, 
Pure, as the limpid Drops impell'd, 


From Springs immur'd, from Fountains ſeal'd. 
13. Not 


13. 


14. 


15. 


16. 
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Not mellow Fruits, that paint the Plain, - 

When Autumn bends the joyful Swain, 

Not Airs exhal'd from op'ning Flowers, 

Refreſh'd by ſoft-diſtilling Show'rs, 

When Zephyr ruſtles thro' the Spring, 

And wafts the Fragrance, on his filken Wing. 

Not th' aromatic Stream that flows, 

When ſpicy Plants, their Sweets diſcloſe, 

Not all the Incenſe of the breathing Field, 

Such pleaſing Sweets, ſuch grateful Odours yield. 

What Bliſs do all thy Charms diſpenſe ? 

Thy ev'ry Part beams Excellence ! 

Thy Virtues in ſuch Torrents roll, 

As 'wake new Ardours in the drooping Soul : 

As when amid the torrid Sands, 

Gaſping for Thirſt, the Traveller ſtands, 

How ſwells his panting Heart with Joy, 

If unhop'd Water meet his Eye, 

From Lebanon, whoſe Streams convey along, 

The fragrant Sweetneſs of the Place they | prung.— 

SPOUSE 

Awake, ye Winds, with all your Pow'r, 

Search ev'ry Bloom, and rifle ev'ry Flow'r, 

The Sweets to diſtant Climates bear, 

And waft the ſpicy Odours thro' the Air, 

Pleas'd with the Fragrance, that my Love may haſte, 

To pull his Fruit, and ſooth my love-fick Breaſt. 
BRIDEGROOM. (Crap. V. 


. Thy Voice my yielding Soul invites, 


I come to ſhare your ſoft Delights, 


Thro' all the various Spring I've rov'd, 


And ev'ry rural Pleaſure prov'd, 


From 


— —Uñä + 


— My Friends, whoſe Love diſtends my Soul, 


Be ev'ry Heart with Joy poſleſs'd.— 
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From fragrant Plants, their Sweets exhal'd, 
With richeſt Spice, the Senſe regal'd, 
Have drain'd the Spoils, the Chymic Bee has drawn, 
From ev'ry Flow'r, that paints the dewy Lawn, 
With rareſt Viands, pleas'd my Taſte, 

And crown'd with gen'rous Wine the Feaſt, 


Indulge the Feaſt, and ſhare the genial Bowl; 
Let Care be baniſh'd from each Breaſt, 


KSLA eas sss ese sss 


S8 CE N E the Fifth. 


SroUsE, BRIDEBEOGCROOM, and CHORUS. 


S8 ros RE. 
2. OFT Sleep upon my Eyes has ſtole ! 
Each Senſe its downy Bands controul ) 
My love-ſick Heart alone awakes ! 
Hark ! tis his Voice! my Charmer ſpeaks ! 


BRIDEGROOM. 


« O! Dear, thro' ev'ry State of Life, 

« My Love's firſt Wiſh! my ſpotleſs Wife! 
«« Haſte, and enclaſp me in thine Arms, 
« Refreſh me with thy heav'nly Charms; 
e For thee, I've bray'd th'inclement Air, 

« The Dew has ſilver d o'er my Hair, 

« In baleful Show'rs, the Night has ſhed, 
Its noxious Vapours on my Head.— 


SPOUSE, 


* 
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SPOUSE, 


Why thus untimely, will my Soul's Delight, 


« Diſturb the ſacred Silence of the Night? 

e Look! all the Works of Nature round, 

% Supine, in balmy Slumber drown'd, 

«© Whoſe numbing Hand has ſeal'd iny Eyes, 
te Ah! moſt unkind, how can I riſe ? 
Tho' moy'd, at this unkind Delay, 

My Love went not in Wrath away, 

Bat thro' the Window reach'd his Hand, 
Immediate Entrance to demand, 


Rouz'd from my Sleep, I quickly ſtart, 


Love, Shame, and Fear, and Grief invade my Heart. 

Taking ſweet Myrrh, that ſooths each Senſe, 

To prove my Love, and palliate my Offence, 

Spill'd in my Haſte, the rich Perfume, 

Flow'd o'er my Hands, and fill'd the fragrant Room. 

Trembling with Fear, and Joy I run, 

And op'd !— but ah! my Love was flown ! 

Horror erects my ſtiffen'd Hair! 

My ghaſtly Eye-balls ſtand a-glare! 

Cold, clammy Damps, bedew each Limb ! 

Before my Eyes, light Phantoms ſwim ! 

Hoarſe Sounds, my tinkling Ears invade ! 

In dizzy Mazes, whirls my Head! 

My languid Joints no more obey ! 

All Nature fails! I died away !— 

At length, unwelcome Life returns, 

My Love, with Force redoubled burns, 

I ſought him round with anxious Pain, 

I ſought, alas! but ſought in vain, — 
D Thro' 
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Thro' ev'ry Street, his Name I tell, 

His Name, the ecchoing Streets repel, 

In doubled Sounds, to tire my Ear, 

But ah! no glad Reply I hear !— 

While thus I range, thro' ev'ry Street 
Forlorn, the nightly Guards I meet, 

My Crime, in glaring Lights, they ſhew, 
With harſheſt Taunts, inſult my Woe, 
Wound my fick Soul, diſcloſe my Shame, 
Tear off my Veil, and foil my Virgin Fame. 


8. Ye Nymphs of Solyma, who trace, 


10. 


The green- ſword Lawns, and love the ſprightly Chace, 
If my Beloy'd ſhould croſs your Way, 

The Wanderer, I conjure you, ſtay : 

Tell him that Love, and bleeding Grief, 

Prey on my Soul, and waſte my Lite ; 

Say, that one Hour's unkind Delay, 

And I ſhall weep my Eyes away; 

Say, that He only can Relief impart, 

Can tune my Soul, and heal my love-fick Heart. 


CHnoRUS. 


O! firſt, and faireſt of thy Kind, 

Bleſt with a beauteous Face and Mind, 
Leſt fruitleſs all our Search ſhould prove, 
Say, how excels? what marks thy Love ? 


SPOUSE. 


Ask ye what Charms my Love adorn ? 
Freſh as the ruddy, bluſhing Morn, 
His Cheeks, in blended white and red, 
The Roſe, and Lilly join'd, exceed.— 
Theſe Beauties ſhine in him alone, 


Amid ten thouſands, eminently known — | 
11. KA 


— 


— .. 


11. 


12. 


13. 


14. 
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A Crown of orient Gold, inlaid 

With fparkling Gems, infolds his Head, 
Beneath, prime Youth, luxuriant blooms ! 
Black as the Raven's burniſh'd Plumes, 

His Hair, in wavy Ringlets falls behind, 
Flows o'er his Back, and wantons in the Wind. 
His Eyes the Flights of Thought excel, 
Weak Words, their Luſtre ne'er can tell, 

Not the luxurious, am'rous Dove, 

Her little Breaſt dilate with Love, 

Rolls ſuch an Eye, ſo ſoft, ſo clear, 

So dazling bright, ſo winning and ſincere, 

When by the Silver Fountain, Joy 
Sells her fond Heart, and ſparkles in her Eye.— 
Short oy Down, Youth's earlieſt Grace, 
Creeps o'er his Cheeks, and ſhades his Face, 
Leſs lovely to the curious Eye, 

Look the ſoft Webs, of richeſt Dye, 

That in the Bloſſom's op'ning Breaſt, 

The glitt'ring, fragrant Seeds inveſt, 


Leſs lovely Looks the burſting Roſe, 


When firſt its Buds, their tender Heads diſcloſe. 
His Lips, whence Sweets Seraphic flow, 


Healing as Myrrh, to bleeding Woe, 


In Texture fine, in beauteous Dye, 

With Syria's bluſhing Lillies vie, 

When Ev'ning's ſoft, impregnate Dew, 
Impearls their Leaves, and gilds their faded Hue. 
His Hands irradiant Gems unblaze, 
That tinge with richeſt Dyes, the dancing Rays, 
Adown his ample, manly Breaſt, 

Spangled with Jewels, flows a ſhowy Veſt. 
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15. 


16. 
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His Legs delight th' admiring Eye! 

How blended Strength, and Beauty vie? 
How comely look his Feet enroll'd, 

In Sandals, wrought of pureſt Gold? 

Leſs juſt the Limbs, the Carver forms, 
Whole Art, the breathing Marble warms, 


With Nature holds a doubtful Strife, | 
And fwells each Nerve, with imitated Life.— 
Such Grace in ev'ry Look, he wears, | 
Such Glory round his Face appears, 

Not Lebanon, when *wak'ning Day, 

Paints ev'ry dewy Leaf, and ſparkles from each Spray, 
When Nature ſmiles, with vernal Joy, 

Strikes with ſuch Charms, the raviſh'd Eye.— 
The Cedar, that aſpiring ſhrowds, 

Its blooming: Head, amidſt the Clouds, 

Leſs graceful in the Woods is ſeen, 

Than He among the Sons of Men.— 

His Breath can charm the Soul to reſt; 

And ſhed ſoft Raptures in the Breaſt — 

O'er all his Form, the curious Eye, 

No Spot, no Blemiſh can eſpy.— 

Ye gentle Nymphs, whoſe tender Care,. 

Seeks to preſerve me from Deſpair, 

By theſe my Wanderer, you'll find, 

Thus ſhines He glorious, o'er his Kind; 


Theſe blooming Charms, in ev'ry Part, 


Shot. thro my Soul, and won my Virgin Heart. 


SCENE 
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— 


SCENE the Sixth. (czar. vi 


Cuorus, SroUSE, and BrIDEGROOM.: 


CHORUS. 


'S AY Firſt and Faireſt of thy Kind, 
Bleſt with a beauteous Face and Mind, 
Where has thy Wiſh's Charmer ſtray'd ? 
With thee, we'll ſearch each. bow'ry Glade, 
We'll riſe before the Purple Dawn, 

| And have him o'er the dewy Lawn.— 


SPOUSE. 


2. Vain were your Search! my Soul's deſir'd, 
Don to his Garden, has retir'd, 
Where joyful Nature, haſtes to bring, 
The Tribute of the ſmiling Spring, 
There on the Roſe's bluſhing Breaſt, 
He calmly lays his Head to reſt, 
The Bloſſom's ſpicy Folds explores, 
| And rifles all its fragrant Stores, 
| Pulls ev'ry Flow'r, that glads the Sight, 
And taſtes each Fruit, that yields Delight.—-- 
3- No ſecond Wiſh, my Lord has known, 
My Soul exiſts in him alone, 
My Love among the Lillies dwells, . 
Whoſe boaſted Beauty he excels.— 


BRIDEGRO OM. 


4. Thy welcome Voice has reach'd my Ear! 
Fly to my Arms, my lovely Fair, 
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Not Tirzab, for its Sweets unown'd, 
Not Salem, Queen of Nations crown'd, 


Not Armies drawn in bright Array, 


So ſtrike the View, ſuch heav'nly Charms diſplay. 
Why heaves thy Breaſt, with burſting Sighs ? 
Ah! turn afide thoſe radiant Eyes, 

Such bright, reſiſtleſs Beams they dart, 

Each Glance ſhoots thro' my glowing Heart, 
The flowing Treſſes of thy Hair, 

That wanton in the buxom Air, 
With the fam'd Fleece of Gilead's Goats compare. 
Thy Teeth arrang'd in beauteous Rows 
Complete, and white as new-fall'n Snows, 

Are like a well-match'd, cloſe-ſhorn Flock, 

At Ev'n returning from the Brook, 

That in unbroken Ranks aſcends, 

Where not a Gap, the Sight offends.— 

Not flow'ring Pomegranates, when May, 

With living Tinctures, paints each Spray, 

In juſtly-blended White and Red, 

Thy ruddy blooming Cheeks exceed, 

When from behind the Veil, thy Charms ariſe, 
And flaſh like dawning Morning on our Eyes.— 
The Kings in num'rous fair Delight 

To raiſe Deſire, and tempt the Sight, 


. No ſecond Wiſh, my Heart has known, 


My Soul exults in One alone, 
Her Mother's fav'rite Care, and Joy, 
Whoſe heav'nly Beauties ne'er can cloy.— 
Nature with fond, aſſiduous Care, 
Form'd ev'ry Part, divinely fair, 

EY All 


— 


12. 


13. 
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All Heav'n, the natal Moment, ſmil'd, 

The Virgins bleſs'd the lovely Child, 

The Queens careſs'd her, in their Arms, 

And thus in Raptures, prais'd her op'ning Charms : 
« Who's this, the Pride of Nature born? 

« Leſs Lovely looks the ſmiling Morn, 

«© Leſs fair, the ſplendid, riſing Moon, 

« Leſs bright, the radiant Sun, at Noon, 

e Leſs grand, the ſpangled Hemiſphere, 

«© When all the heav'nly Hoſts appear.“ 


. Down to my Garden, I withdrew, 


To ſee how all my Nurſelings grew? 

How the Spring's tender Firſtlings throve ? 

How bloom'd the fruitful, fragrant Grove ? 

What Purple Gems, the Vines unſeal'd? 

And what ſoft Buds, the Pomegranates reveal'd ? 
SPOUSE. 

Love! mighty Love! has fir d my Breaſt, 

My Senſes fail! my Heart's poſleſs'd, 

My Soul's enwrap'd, tis Heav'n that leads, 

I come | I come! adieu ye gentle Maids . 
CHORUS. 


Return! O! Shulamite, return 
Our Hearts, with eager Wiſhes burn! 


Return, and glad our longing Eyes! 


Return, and bring our vaniſh'd Joys! 
What Charms this ſtrong Defire excite ? 
What in the Sbalamite yields ſuch Delight? 
Such Extaſy her Look inſpires, 
As when, th' angelic, tuneful Choirs, 
Inraptur'd Hallelyjab ſing, 
And dance around Creation's aweful King. 
e „ 
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1. 


S CEN E the Seventh. [CHAr. VII. 


Cnuorus and Srousx. 


Cno Ros. 


Virgin ſprung of nobleſt Strain, 
Ordain'd, till Time ſhall ceaſe to reign, 
What Raptures fill th' admiring Eye? 

How ſwells the throbbing Heart with Joy ? 
When all thy Charms, unveil'd, and full, 
Flaſh on each Senſe, and fire the Soul.— 
Thy Feet, how beauteous to behold, 

In Sandals, richly wrought, enroll'd ? 

All o'er the Robe, that ſhades thy Thighs, 
Rich Gems, in Rows incruſted, riſe, 
Wrought with the patient Strokes of Art, 

And 'poliſh'd -o'er, in ev'ry Part. — 

A Shape of Gold, enfolds thy Breaſt, 

Spreads o'er thy Loins, and claſps thy Waiſt. — 
Where the bright Expanſe ſhades thy Womb, 
In Autumn's imitated Bloom, 

Rich Harveſt crowns the happy Year, 

And amply pays, the toiling Steer ; 

Ripe glows the Tilth, the ruſhing Swain, 
Stoops to invade the wavy Plain, 

Down fink their Heads! their Glory dies ! 
In yellow Heaps, the Sheaves ariſe, 
With Lillies ſtrew'd, whoſe blended Hue, 
Gayly diverſified, delights the View.— 

Rais'd in the midſt, above the reſt, 

A bubbling Fountain, ſtands expreſs'd, 


Whoſe. 


4- Thy Neck, form'd juſt in ev'ry Part, 
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Whoſe Waves, in circling Eddies, play,. - 
Smile o'er the Brim, and thro' the Furrows ſtray.— 


Thy Breaſts with ev'ry Beauty form'd, * {| 


That e'er the youthful Fancy warm'd, 
Fire with Delight, our raviſh'd Eyes, 
Exactly like, in Shape and Size, 

As young Twin 'Roes, alike deſign'd, 

At one ſoft, Moment, by the melting Hind. — 


Above the niceſt Works of Art, 
Smooth as the Iv'ry's poliſh'd Grain, 
Grows like a Tow'r, that views the Plain. | 
Thine Eyes with melting Luſtre ſtream, 
Soft Rap:ures dart, in ev'ry Beam, 
Leſs clear, leſs lucid, leſs ſerene, | 
The Silver Pools, on Heſbbon's Plain. 
Thy Noſe, with grand majeſtic Grace, 
Seen o'er the Glories of thy Face, 
Shews like the Tow'r, whoſe lofty Spires, 
From far, the Syrian Prince admires, 
Oft as on Lebanon, he views, X 
The gilded Turrets, glitt ring thro' the 8 hw 
Thine Head, with flow'ry Chaplets crown'd, 
Delights the View, and ſheds Perfumes around, 
Leſs Joy, does blooming Carmel bring, 
Clad in the painted Liv'ry of the Spting.— 
A Purple Fillet binds thy Brows, | 
Thy Hair in wavy Treſſes flows, 25 on 
Such Charms thy radiant Form emblaze, 
The King, in Rapture, ſtands agaze, : 
His Eyes, oer all thy Beauties ſtray, 
He looks ! and looks his Heart away;—.. 

Tn E 6. What 
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What Beauties ſtrike our raviſh'd Eyes ? 
From ev'ry View, what Raptures riſe ? 

Bleſt muſt he be! how vaſtly bleſt? 

Of all thy heav'nly Charms pofleſs'd ? 

As o'er the Glories of the Glade, 

The Palm exalts its verdant Head, 

So midſt the Virgins on the Green, 

Are all thy Beauties, eminently ſeen.— 
Straight as the ſhapely Palm, _ 

Thy faultleſs Form.— 

Thy Breaſts to perfect Beauty grown, 

Scarce thro' thy ſnowy Veſture ſhewn, 
Awake each thrilling, ſoft Deſire, 

Swell to the Hand, and ſet the Soul on Fire. 
Leſs lovely to th' admiring Eye, 

Look the ripe Grapes, of Purple Dye, 

That thro' the verdant Foliage ſhine, a 
Emboſs'd in Cluſters, on the bending Vine. 
Enwrap'd in ſacred Joy, I ſaid, 

« I'll mount the Palm's aſpiring Head, 
« There ev'ry latent Sweet explore, 

% Regale each Senſe, and rifle all its Store, — 
Thy Breaſts ſhall glad my glowing Heart, 
Not bleeding Grapes, ſuch Joy impart — 
Thy Breath ſhall «harm my Soul to Reſt, 
And ſhed ſoft Raptures in my Breaſt. — 
Not Autumn's rich, luxurious Gales, 
That float along the teeming Vales, 
And ver the ripen'd Fruitage roll, 

So heal my Heart, ſo ſooth my Soul. 
Thy Voice my raviſh'd Will ſhall rule, 
Inſpire new Love, and raiſe my Soul, 
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Like balmy Wine, that wakes the feſtive Song, 
Chears the ſick Heart, and tunes the warbling Tongue, 


SPOUSE. 


10. Aſcribe, Ye Virgins, all theſe Charms, 
To him, whoſe Love, my Boſom warms, 
My Soul exiſts in him alone, 
No ſecond Wiſh his Heart has known. 


TITLE TT TYTTTTTTTTTTTTTTYTTTLT 


SCENE the Eighth. 


SrpoUsE and BRIDEGROOM. 


SPOUSE. 


ORD of my Virgin, prime Deſires, 
Whoſe Love my yielding Breaſt inſpires, 
Come! let's away |! let's ſeek the Fields 
And taſte each Sweet, that Nature yields, 

There in ſome Villa we'll enjoy, 
Tranquil Delights, that never cloy.— 
12. There to onr rural Care, let's riſe, 
E'er the Dawn purples oer the Skies, 
Let's ſee how blooms the gen'rous Vine, 
What Gems amid the Foliage ſhine, 


What Buds the Pomegranate reveals, 


II, 


How Spring, the teeming Garden ſwells ? 
There in ſome ſoft Retreat I'll prove, 
With what Sincerity I love.— 
13. All Nature ſmiles in vernal Bloom, 
The Mandrakes ſhed a rich Perfume, 
Ro » JR Around 
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Around in bluſhing Heaps appchr, 

The Fruits of either bounteous -Year, 

Which timely in a ſecret Shade, 

To Feaſt my Love, with gladſome Care I laid, — 


SPOUSE. [CAx. VIII. 
O!] that indulgent Heav'n would join, 
My Life, my happy Life, with thine ! 
That in'a pure, untroubled Tide, 
Of ſacred Joys, our Days might glide, 
Bleſt with continu'd Joy, and Peace, 
As the fond Offspring of the ſame Embrace. 
Where'er I ſaw thy heav'nly Charms, 
I'd run, and claſp thee, in my Arms, 
No conſcious Bluſh, my Face ſhould ſtain, 
My Love be ne'er repuls'd, with cold Diſdain.— 
My Heart, by mighty Love poſſeſs'd, 
I'd preſs thee to my glowing Breaſt, 
No longer let thee wildly ſtray, 
But to my Mother's Houſe convey, 
Who, pleased to ſee. the Bliſs I prove, 
Wou'd teach my Heart, new Ways to ſhew my Love.— 
To feaſt my Love, with tender Care, 
A genial Banquet, I'd prepare. 
The Vine its balmy Juice ſhould yield, 
With all the Viands of the fruitful Field.— 
There on his panting. Boſom laid, 
One tender Arm, ſhou'd raiſe my Head, 
One claſp me, in a ſoft Embrace, 
While his fond Lips, my glowing Cheek impreſs. 
BRIDEGROOM. 
Ye Nymphs, I charge you, lightly tread, 
Huſh'd be cach Noiſe, each Murmur laid, 


In 
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In Silence trace the ſportful Grove, | | 
Nor with your Songs awake my Love. 


EODODDTEDTTDDETETDGOHTTEARHDE/EaHOHSCOUTNY 


SCENE the Ninth. 


CrnorRus, BrxiDEGROOM, SPOUSE, 


and 818 TER. 


CHORUS. 


5. H O's this, with dazling Glory crown'd, 


. O! let me live within thy Breaſt, 


Soft, rural Sweets diffus'd around, 
Who from the fruitful Foreſt moves, 
Supported by the One ſhe loves ? 


BRIDEGROOM. 
Beneath the Citron's fragrant Shade, 
With tender Care, I rais'd thy Head, 
New Ardours breath'd in ev'ry Part, 
And warm'd with heav'nly Love thy Heart. 
There, on the ſoft, enamel'd Lawn, 
Thine Eyes firſt hail'd the roſy Dawn, 
There had thy Life (each gladſome Day 
Diſſolv'd in Pleaſure) ſtole away.— 


SPOUSE. 


In Lines indelible, expreſt, 

Bear me, for ever, in thy Sight, 

Thy Joy by Day, thy Dream by Night! 
Grant me! O! grant this fond Requeſt, 


For Love, that ſwells my glowing Breaſt, 
| | That 
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Will brook leſs Force, leſs Reſpite ſhow, 
Than Life's inexorable Foe.— 

This Jealouſy, that fires my Soul, 

No Force, no Dangers can controul, 
Relentlefs, as th' inſatiate Grave, 

To all the Merits of the Brave.— 
Glowing with livid Flames, each Dart, 
Invenom'd, cleaves my burſting Heart, 
No Charm can heal my wounded Breaſt, 
Nor lull my tortur'd Soul to Reſt. — 


That prompts my Tongue to ſpeak my Woe, | 


Pour Water on the ſtrongeſt Fire, 


And ſtraight its conquer'd Flames expire, 
But Floods, or Seas, too weak would prove, 
To quench th'etherial Fire of Love. 
Plung'd in a Sea of Grief, it glows 


Brighter amid th' o'erwhelming Woes. — 


Deep in the glowing Boſom bred, 
By Nature's kindlieſt Juices fed, 


It creeps o'er all the melting Frame, 


And mixes with the vital Stream, 
No Gold can bribe, no Threats, no Force, 
Avert its fix'd, unerring Courſe, 
Tempt it, with gilded Honours, or with Gain, 
It ſhuns the Gift, and Giver with Diſdain.— 
Its Ardours elevate the Mind, 
From ev'ry groſs Allay, refin'd, 
Of each unlovely Thought diveſt, 
And ſhed ſoft Pity in the Breaſt, 
The Soul, with Cares benign it warms, 
For all, who glow not with its Charms.— 
O! Source, 


The SONG of SOLOMON. 


O! Source, and-Sum of all my Joy, 
On our young Siſter turn your Eye, 
. Whoſe Breaſts unform'd, and ſhapeleſs prove, 

Her tender Age unripe for Love.— 

What Cares my anxious Heart conſume ? 
How ſhall I raiſe, to lovely Bloom, 

Her languent Charms? the bridal Day, 
What to each urgent Suitor ſhall I ay? - 


BRIDEGROOM. 


| 9. Huſh'd be your Grief! my tender Care, 
/ Shall all her youthful Wants repair; 
If in her ſpotleſs, op'ning Mind, 
The Seeds of Love, and Truth I find, 
Bleſt in my Influence, they ſhall grow, 
And ſoon, in full Perfection, blow.— 
| As from the loweſt Baſe, we raiſe 
The nobleſt, richeſt Palaces, 
As Doors of meaneſt Timber made, 
With Gold and Cedar are inlaid, 
| So from her humble State we'll raiſe 
Her Charms, till all the World ſhall praiſe — 


8186 TER, 


His Care's divine Effects, I feel, 
My Breaſts already pant, and ſwell, 
Like ſome aſpiring Wall, I riſe, 
Whoſe lofty Tow'rs, invade the Skies, 
My Soul's enwrap'd in vaſt Delight, 
So bleſs'd, fo favour'd in his Sight. — 
11. The King, by weighty Cares engroſs d, 

His Vineyard yields, to Hireling's truſt, 
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